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street an ancient hostelry, "The Two Chairmen/'
(does it still exist P1) kept the thoroughfare in touch with
the eighteenth century, and one could correct one's
watch by the cry of "Time, gentlemen, time/' followed
by cheery " Good nights" and an ostentatious banging
of bar-doors, which would ring out as we were tucking
up. In a room on the ground floor of one of these
houses an old friend, Frank Goodall, used to receive
his four-footed patients. He was a tender canine
physician who would boast that in a long career as
huntsman there was not a bone in his body which had
not been broken. His patients were as good as human
to him, and I remember that when a little puppy of
ours, which had been given into his care, died, he
presented himself in our rooms one morning with
tears in his old eyes and said, with his head bowed in
resignation: "The Lord's will be done." His son,
Thomas Goodall, was huntsman for the Pytchley for
many years and during our absence in the States on
one occasion, we lent him our fox-terrier " Crumbs."
She ran with the hounds and did her work valiantly,
until one day she took too high a jump, when in an
interesting condition, and ended her gallant little life.
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